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(H the joy to return
From the world's base ideals* its cynical follies:

Ah, the joy to return to this fortress, our home,
Stalwartly based on the living rock,
Garrisoned fast by the armies of God,
Four-square to the storms and the fierce assaults of the
foe.

Ah the joy to regain its portal

Sore-battered, far-spent,

Wounded and grimed in the conflict,

To listen at last to the clang of its postern behind:

Ah the joy to be safe,
Where peace and purity reign,
Where my soul has leisure to live,
And to taste again of God's love:

Ah the joy to kneel thus together once more,

To receive from the hand of the King

His free-given treasures of peace and cleanness and joy,

And to drink at His rich deep fountain of love.

At

S thus I hold thee sleeping in my arms,
>mall fragrant bunch of joysomeness and love:

As thus I ponder what those hands may someday do,
And where those ten pink toes may go:
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